CHAPTER 150 


September 19, 2011 


“This is just amazing...” 


It was the middle of the day, and the majority of the Investigation Team had found 
themselves trapped in school. Justin, Kurt, and Maya, however, were not really 
constrained by any obligations to the education system; and sure, Maya had to 
work, but she doubted it would be an issue since Yosuke was very well aware of the 
crisis they had to face. Plus it was her break. Teddie, on the other hand, didn’t have 
any breaks, and was busy as fuck. Plus, let’s face it, Ted could be annoying as fuck 
when he got excited about something; so the three conveniently opted out of 
inviting Teddie to join them. That said, the three had found themselves sitting inside 
the television, observing Kurt as he tried to mess around with whatever it was he 
had been doing with that fog the day prior. At the moment, he was doing that shit 
with the flowers again, black leaves growing around his fingers, swirling around the 
bone as a flower after flower delicately bloomed within his hand, only to wither and 
die as he placed it on the ground. 


“Yeah, this'll be perfect if | ever want to take up a career as a florist.” Kurt remarked 
with sarcasm, despite the fact that he was just as stunned by his powers an abilities 
as the others. He had no idea he could do this kind of thing, manipulating himself 
and the world about him to create. Create what? Well, the extent of his creative 
abilities was still yet to be seen, but from the looks of it... anything. Even life itself; 
as short lived as it was. He had to wonder why the flowers seemed to die the 
second they were pulled from the roots on his veins, as if their life fed directly off 
his own life blood. He could create something so beautiful, so mysterious, so full of 
life, yet it couldn’t seem to survive on its own without him. Why was that? Was he 
doing something wrong when he placed the flower down in the world about him, or 
was it just destined to be? Was it the very nature of the life he created, as if the 
world around it rejected it, refusing to allow it to grow in this barren wasteland. 
Whatever reason it was; the flower always died but moments after being set out 
into the world to flourish; yet it live and grew so long as it rested in the palm of 
Kurt’s hand. Strange, yet fascinating all the same. 


“How do you even do that?” Maya questioned with fascination, leaning over Kurt as 
she stared closely at the palm of his hand, trying to pinpoint an origin to the black 
leaves that formed in his hand, giving root to the black pedals of life. That was 
another question; why was everything that formed from his body black? One would 
assume that if the objects that developed from Kurt’s flesh were somehow related 
to the fog, it would share its purple color... but instead it was just black. Sure he 
was creating flowers and plants, blooming life within his palm, but when you really 
looked at how it lacked color or vibrancy, you had to question whether he WAS 


creating life. It always looked so lifeless, even as it flourished outwards, a radiant, 
pearl shade to its leaves. Kurt shook his head a bit. 


“I’m not really sure, | just kind of... Think about it. | don’t know how to really 
describe the sensation...” Kurt scraped the backs of his mind, trying to think of any 
word he could to describe how he was doing this. All he was doing was what Justin 
had told him, to try and focus all of his emotion, all of his thoughts to the palm of 
his hand; he couldn’t really describe how he was doing it though, he just.... Focused 
as much of his energy as possible to his fingertips. And then his body just sort of did 
the rest. It wasn’t really something he could describe, or explain; it just happened, 
as much as he was sure Maya would want to know for herself. Perhaps she wanted 
to mimic Kurt’s abilities; after all, she didn’t have a Persona either, so perhaps if she 
focused hard enough she could do the same. Of course, that’s not how it worked, 
but it was always worth trying, right? 


“Can you... you know... make anything else?” Justin questioned after a moment, 
rubbing his chin a bit. He had seen the flower trick at least a dozen times by this 
point, and as amazing as it was, it was getting a little dull by this point. After all, 
making flowers that died a few seconds later wasn’t exactly a useful skill. Surely 
there was more to this than just making flowers or a brass knuckle or two. Kurt 
raised his eyebrow with curiosity, tipping his head to the side as though not quite 
understanding the question; as straightforward as it was. 


“What, you mean like the brass knuckles?” Kurt questioned. He had to make those 
several times over the course of yesterday as they slowly ascended the base, trying 
to find their way to wherever Naoto had been hiding out. Even though he was a 
pacifist, it had become increasingly clear that he had to defend himself in here... 
Yet despite the fact that all those shadows were viciously trying to rip the 
Investigation Team apart, they didn’t so much as bat an eyelash at Kurt... at least, 
not until he stepped into stop them from hurting those teenagers. It was strange, it 
was like the shadows all knew what he really was, despite the fact that he had left 
all those years ago, that he had since lost much of what had made him a shadow in 
the first place. He didn’t have the golden eyes that had come with being someone's 
counterpart, a trait he most likely lost over time, slowly but surely. Justin personally 
couldn’t recall ever seeing him with the golden eyes, and neither could Maya; 
strange given that Maya had been there when the replacement had most likely 
occurred. It was quite possible that the shadow had adapted it’s appearances 
immediately upon finding himself on the human size, trying to blend in with the 
world around him. What had happened, none of them could say. All they knew was 
the shadows refused to attack Kurt unless he attacked first. 


In a way, Kurt kind of felt like an asshole. These shadows... they were almost 
treating him like kin, not posing any threat to him, ignoring him as though he were 
one of their own... And then Kurt bashed their skulls in with a brass knuckle. He was 
a shadow, yet here he and these teenagers were, killing shadows indiscriminately, 


as though there were nothing but dangerous, non-sentinel creatures, deserving 
nothing less than death. Why did they deserve death? To be killed as though they 
were nothing but cannon fodder to be thrown aside in the teenager’s path to saving 
their friend? Justin had explained to Kurt that these shadows were not like him, that 
they weren’t capable of thought or emotion, that they only killed. And even the 
shadows that were like him were horrible people, horrible people that wouldn’t think 
twice to kill innocent people just because of their human nature. Kurt was one of a 
kind; and he should never feel bad for the shadows that had to die to insure that 
they would live. Kurt was a little flattered to think that he was the best the shadows 
had to offer... but even then, he felt like he was betraying his brothers and sisters, 
destroying what he himself was. He was a traitor; and while perhaps that was for 
the best, he couldn’t help but feel bad about his wicked deeds. 


“Kinda?” Justin remarked. He didn’t want to see the brass knuckles again; he knew 
Kurt could do it, and he knew Kurt could hold on to that form long enough to fight 
when he needed to. He wanted to see if that was the extent of Kurt’s powers, if he 
could create more than just those two things. It was clear Kurt had some prowess so 
far at creating that, showing that he could make them on a whim. “Can you try 
making something else? Uh... Try... try making a bullet. .34 cal.” Justin requested, 
pulling his gun out from his waistband to show it off to Kurt, so that he could get a 
good look at the kind of gun he needed a bullet for. Kurt was a little confused why 
he needed a bullet, why he needed to load up a gun with whatever it was that came 
from his palm, but he obliged anyway. 


He sighed before turning his attention to his palm, raising his hand to eye level so 
that he could see what it was he was doing, before tightly gripping his hand shut, 
and so too his eyes. He took a deep breath, trying to focus all his thoughts and 
heart onto the tip of his fingers, squeezing as though molding clay in his hands. 
After a moment, he opened his palm, revealing a single bullet, black as always. 
Justin stared at it with amazement, before reaching out to grab it with his index 
finger and his thumb. It was cold and tough, just like steel; very much different from 
lead, that was for sure. Still, a bullet was a bullet, and he quickly flicked his wrist, 
exposing the chamber of his revolver before pushing the tip of the bullet Kurt had 
spawned into its respective slot in the gun, shutting the chamber with the palm of 
his free hand. He held his breath in as he slowly steadied his gun, aiming it off into 
the distance, slowly squeezing the trigger before firing off the bullet into the 
distance. Or at least, that was what they had assumed was going to happen. 
Instead, a mere explosion of purple smoke blew out wards, the bullet vanishing into 
thin air and in its place, a puff of that sickly purple shade. The smoke slowly flowed 
back into Kurt, as though adding to his very being, what had made up his form. 


“Looks like you're going to have to keep buying ammo.” Kurt joked, adjusting his 
fedora as he smirked at Justin’s lack of results. Justin just shook his head though; it 
wasn’t like he wanted Kurt to become a human... uh... shadow ammo supply. He 
just wanted to see if Kurt could make something else, and if he could, what would 


happen if a human interacted with it. It seemed that whatever Kurt created 
however, it’s physical form never lasted long, either lacking physical duress, or 
withering and dying rather quickly. Regardless of how well it interacted with the 
world around them, however, it was clear that Kurt could create anything he wanted 
if he put his mind to it... Or at least presumably anything that could fit in the palm 
of his hand. No one expected Kurt to make a dog for example. 


“Oooh, oooh! My turn!” Maya called out like a child trying to catch Kurt’s attention 
before leaning over him again, staring at his palm with excited eyes, child like 
wonder in her smile. “Can you make a butterfly?” She questioned with great 
curiosity, hopefully clinging to Kurt’s ability to create life. Kurt shrugged a bit before 
leaning forward, readjusting his posture as he tried to gain his composure. Justin 
just smirked a bit. 


“Make it a bullet with butterfly wings.” Justin joked, a smirk on his face as he 
realized that there were an infinite amount of possibilities in Kurt’s creative process. 
Hell, he could probably make things that weren’t even humanly possible. Why not 
have a little fun with it then? Maya just shook her head and shot Justin a glare 
though; which was strange, because you'd think she’d be onboard with that idea. 
The both of them liked Smashing Pumpkins after all, so he wasn’t sure what the 
problem was. 


“Ugh; you already got your bullet. Just do the butterfly.” Maya remarked with 
annoyance, ordering Kurt around as though he HAD to do what they asked. Maya 
wasn’t exactly the girliest girl out there, so to speak, so it was a bit strange for her 
to request something like a butterfly; but then perhaps it was linked to her love of 
animals, furry, winged, or squirmy alike. She just didn’t want Justin messing with her 
animals by turning them into killing machines; even if it was just for the sake of a 
joke, even if the butterfly would most likely die right away either way. Kurt just 
rolled his eyes a bit, leaning back over as he focused his thoughts into the matter. 
After a moment, he pressed his two palms together in a folded motion, applying 
pressure to the fog being emitted between his hands. His eyes were closed tightly, 
and his teeth were clamped together even tighter. One would almost think he was 
in pain just from his appearances. Of course, he just had to focus really hard, and 
sometimes that gave him a headache; nothing more. 


After a minute or so, he slowly unclamped his hands, palms extended skywards as 
he revealed a black butterfly, dark yet beautiful as its wings twitched, as its legs 
delicately crawled across Kurt’s fingers. Justin couldn’t help but flinch a bit looking 
at the thing, its six creepy crawly legs twitching about as it moved around. Thank 
god Chie wasn’t here, or she and Justin would flip out with disgust. They couldn’t 
handle bugs very well after all. Maya smiled with child-like amusement as she 
stared at the winged creature, small, yet despite lacking any color, being oh so 
gorgeous to the eyes. It was only in a split second that the butterflies wings started 
to flutter, the creature taking to the skies. Or at least it flew up and landed on the 


bridge of Maya’s nose. You would think that would be uncomfortable, or gross, or 
creepy, but Maya looked as though she had never been happier as the thing 
squirmed around on her face. 


“Hey there little guy.” She whispered sweetly to the dark toned bug, sitting 
delicately on her nose, giving butterfly kisses with each flap of its wings. Justin 
wasn’t a fan of bugs, but even he couldn’t help but feel his heart warm up a bit 
seeing Maya so absorbed in her sense of bliss, ignorant to the dark world around 
her for but a moment as she wiggled her finger at the winged beauty that rested on 
her freckles, almost as though to stroke and pet it’s wings; if butterflies even got 
any sense of fulfillment or joy out of that. It wasn’t quite the same thing as 
scratching a dog’s fur; in fact, one might have even assumed it would be painful to 
stroke something as delicate as a butterfly’s wings. Yet despite everything pointing 
to that being the wrong way to handle an animal, it seemed the butterfly didn’t 
mind. Maybe butterflies really did enjoy that kind of stuff; maybe Maya just had a 
gentle enough touch to pull it off without hurting the butterfly. “My name’s Maya, 
what’s yours.” She spoke to the creatures, as though expecting an answer. The 
butterfly did flap it’s wings a couple of times though, as if to try and answer her in 
its own language. “That’s a beautiful name.” 


“...You speak butterfly?” Justin questioned, since it seemed that Maya was very 
clearly able to understand what the butterfly was trying to communicate. She gently 
shook her head side to side, careful not to disturb the creature that still rested on 
her face. 


“Nope. But I’m sure whatever it was was very nice.” Maya smiled warmly, pupils 
crossing each other awkwardly as she tried to focus on the center of her nose where 
the butterfly rested. “Your wings are very pretty.” She continued to speak to the 
butterfly, as if it were more than just some illusion Kurt had created moments 
earlier, nothing more than a shell of what could be a butterfly. As if it were going to 
live for more than five minutes, tops. In a way, it was kind of sad; you could tell 
Maya was getting a little over attached to the poor creature, even knowing that it 
would expire very quickly. 


“Uh, Maya... You do realize that...” Justin began to speak to her, trying to stop her 
from getting her hopes to high for the poor thing, but then she just stared at him 
with those eyes, seeming to have forgotten all about the fate of the butterfly ina 
mere matter of minutes, absorbed so much in her short time with the creature that 
she had pushed aside the dark truth to the back of her mind. Justin sighed. “Uh... 
Nevermind.” He choked back up. Maya just smiled before turning her attention back 
to the butterfly, extending her finger to allow the butterfly to rest there instead of 
on her face. 


“It’s alright, | know.” She smiled at the butterfly on her finger, observing it as 
closely as she could as it crawled around, clinging to her skin like Velcro. After a 


moment she eventually raised her finger, and with that, the butterfly flapped its 
wings soaring away and up to the sky, flying higher and higher before eventually 
disappearing from sight. Given the purplish cloud that could be seen if you squinted 
hard enough, it was generally safe to assume the butterfly didn’t make it; whether 
because of getting too far from Kurt or because it’s time had expire, no one knew. 
They simply sat there and watched as it’s ashes spread into a purple puff, falling 
down upon them like a shower, flowing back into Kurt’s being. It was actually a 
rather gorgeous sight, despite the implications. And because of that, they couldn’t 
help but smile as the butterfly passed on; wherever it was Kurt’s creations went 
when they expired. 


“So where do you think they go when they disappear?” Justin questioned, looking 
up into the sky as the purple ashes rained down on them. Maya smiled and shook 
her head, a strange reaction given how friendly she had been towards the now 
deceased butterfly. 


“| don’t know. A better place.” 
“Kurt's hand is a better place?” 


“Compared to your hand, yes. Yes it is.” 


